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slender* She never came. After spending the after-
noons like this he would return, pulling hard against
the stream, with a queer feeling of relief, dine heartily,
and fall a-dreaming over his cigar. Each morning he
awoke in an excited mood, devoured his letter, if he
had one, and sat down to write to her. These letters
of his were the most amazing portion of that fortnight.
They were remarkable for failing to express any single
one of his real thoughts, but they were full of senti-
ments which were not what he was truly feeling; and
when he set himself to analyse, he had such moments of
delirium that he was scared, and shocked, and quite
unable to write anything. He made the discovery
that no two human beings ever tell each other what
they really feel, except, perhaps, in situations with
which he could not connect Antonia's ice-blue eyes and
brilliant smile. All the world was too engaged in
planning decency.

Absorbed by longings, he but vaguely realised the
turmoil of Commemoration, which had gathered its
hundreds for their annual cure of salmon mayonnaise
and cheap champagne. In preparation for his visit to
Holm Oaks he shaved his beard and had some clothes
sent down from London. With them was forwarded
a letter from Per rand, which ran as follows :

" IMPERIAL PEACOCK HOTEL,

" FOLKESTONE.

"June 20.
" MY DEAR SIR,

" Forgive me for not having written to you before,
but I have been so bothered that I have felt no taste for
writing; when I have the time, I have some curious
stories to tell you. Once again I have encountered